FIRST   ENTRY
over the top, in mud, up to his knees, as com-
munication trenches there were none. But it was
one thing getting there, another getting out. He
lies down at once and remains there for four days.
Meanwhile a beam across the dugout roof falls in
and knocks him on the back - yet he still holds on.
There is not now a proper trench or dugout in the
sector, save on the extreme left where the men are in
luck and tunnels in a chalky hill and the chalky
walls of trenches have stood up.
On our right the machine-gun officer gives trouble.
He is not getting the necessary number of rounds
off per night. I speak to him. He fears to fire*
'The Boche will see the flash of my guns!' he pleads.
'You must screen them/ I say. A highly-strung
timid man, seven months later he went over the
top with his guns, and, screwing up his courage,
fell fighting hand to hand in the German counter-
onslaught, as his brother had done before him at
Gallipoli. What men these are! What obstacles they
overcome!
I leave Ormerod asleep to go my rounds, There
is much to be done the first night in. The doctor
keeps an eye on the colonel. Shaking his head
seriously, 'I wish to God/ he says/ I had made him
go to hospital, it may now be too late.5
The question of the evacuation of the wounded
and sick on stretchers becomes more serious, as the
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